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THE  FIFTH  ANNUAL 
STEPHAN  G.  STEPHANSSON 
POETRY  COMPETITION 

During  the  1989/90  school  year,  Historic  Sites 
Service,  Alberta  Culture  and  Multiculturalism, 
sponsored  the  Fifth  Annual  Stephan  G. 
Stephansson  Poetry  Competition  for  school  age 
children  in  central  Alberta.  The  objectives  of 
this  Competition  are  to  create  an  awareness  of 
Stephan  G.  Stephansson,  Canada’s  Poet  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains  and  his  poetry,  and  to 
provide  an  opportunity  for  students  to  express 
themselves  in  verse. 

Poems  were  judged  by  an  independent  panel 
of  judges.  One  winner  and  two  Honourable 
Mentions  were  chosen  in  each  of  the  grade 
categories  3-12.  The  winning  poems  were  read 
and  prizes  awarded  by  the  guest  poet,  Mrs. 
Eleanor  Oltean,  at  “ Poets  Day",  on  June  2nd  at 
Stephansson  House  Historic  Site. 

This  Anthology  contains  the  ten  First  Prize 
and  twenty  Honourable  Mention  poems  as 
selected  by  our  judges.  We  hope  you  will  enjoy 
reading  them. 


FANTASIES 


Far  off  away  in  Fantasy-land 
Cobras  in  a tuba  band 
Ice-cream  cones  dance,  and  sing 
Freckled  unicorns  fly  and  fling 

Big  tall  castles  sparkling  in  the  sky 
That’s  where  I’ll  be  way  up  high 
Ogres  and  elves,  and  witches  brew 
I’ll  go  to  Fantasy-land  with  you. 


Gerald  Olivier 
First  Prize 
Grade  3 

St.  Elizabeth  Seton  School 
Red  Deer 


SISTERS  AND  BROTHERS 


They’re  in  your  room, 

They’re  everywhere  you  look, 

They  come  to  you  and  stay  around, 
You  cannot  get  them  to  go  away, 

It’s  just  about  impossible, 

Until  you  tell  them, 

There’s  a Martian  outside! 


Mellisa  Kahl 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  3 

Ponoka  Elementary  School 
Ponoka 


SUNSET 

Sunset 

Lowers  down  onto  the  world 
it  makes  beautiful  colors  in  the  sky, 
you  see  the  sunset  in  Sylvan  Lake 

like, 

colors  surrounding  me 
a rainbow  falling, 

a yellow  balloon  with  colors  around  it 
falling, 

to  show  us  the  night. 

Pam  Dow 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  3 

John  Wilson  Elementary 
Innisfail 


MY  DANCE 


My  ancestors  long  ago 
Danced  like  a rainbow. 
Now,  they  are  gone 
And  I carry  on, 

My  Ukrainian  dance. 

My  flying  feet 
Hardly  touch  the  ground, 
As  my  twirling  ribbons 
Go  round  and  round, 

In  my  Ukrainian  dance. 
The  Dance  will  go  on 
Even  when  I grow  old, 
My  children  will  step 
And  will  treasure  it  too, 
Our  Ukrainian  dance. 


Eleanor  Ruff 
First  Prize 
Grade  4 
G wynne  School 
G wynne 


MEMORIES 


My  diary  is  a special  place 
To  keep  my  memories  and  thoughts, 

And  when  I pass  through  the  pale  worn  pages 
I sometimes  even  cry. 

Remembering  those  special  moments 
Shared  with  my  family,  friends  and  I, 

To  look  forward  to  the  future 
To  remember  the  past 
To  understand  the  present 
But  my  diary  will  always  hold 
a very  special  place, 
deep  in  my  heart. 


Kristine  Nielsen 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 
Spruce  View  School 
Spruce  View 


MY  GRANDPA 

A few  days  ago  my  grandpa  died 
I felt  so  bad  I cried  and  cried. 

My  grandpa  sat  in  his  favorite  chair 
You  would  almost  think  he  was  the  mayor. 

I liked  to  sit  on  his  knee 
Even  though  he  tickled  me. 

My  grandpa  was  the  greatest  pal 
Even  though  he  went  in  the  hospital 

He  like  to  steal  my  favorite  doll 
And  try  to  hide  it  in  the  hall. 

I’ll  always  remember,  I’ll  never  forget 
The  greatest  grandpa  I ever  met. 

Jessica  Scott 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 
Mountview  School 
Red  Deer 


THE  TREE 


The  acorn  falls  down. 

A young  tree  will  soon  grow  there. 
A small  sprout  shoots  up 

It  is  growing  fast. 

The  sun  shines  and  the  rain  falls. 
It  is  a small  tree. 

It  grew  to  great  heights 

Birds  build  nests  in  its  branches. 

Little  boys  climb  it. 

The  tree  is  old  now. 

It  will  soon  fall  and  be  dead. 

It  fell.  There’s  no  life. 

The  tree  lies  still,  dead. 

Termites  eat  the  inner  wood, 
now  a hollow  log. 


Jamie  McClunie 
First  Prize 
Grade  5 
Lakedell  School 
Westerose 


THE  WINNER 


The  runner  sped  around  the  track, 

There  was  no  one  as  fast  as  Jack. 

He  had  to  win  this  one  for  pride, 

He  did  not  take  this  like  a ride. 

The  finish  line  was  now  in  sight, 

If  he  wanted  to  win  he’d  have  to  fight. 

If  he  tried  he  could  surely  win, 

But  pushing  and  shoving  was  a sin. 

Two  more  metres  and  he’d  be  there, 

But  number  2 was  within  a hair. 

He  bolted  forth  with  all  his  might. 

The  crowd  was  cheering!  - He’d  won  the  fight! 

Christy  Ferguson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  5 
Ponoka  Elementary 
Ponoka 


WHEN  THE  BIRDS 

FLY  UNDER  THE  RAINBOW 


When  the  birds  fly  under  the  rainbow. 

They  are  transported  to  another  world. 

In  a world  different  than  theirs 

This,  a world  where  their  hearts  roam  free, 

in  the  shimmering  stars  or  under  a sycamore  tree 

The  birds  fly  high  into  the  clouds  looking  for 
their  hearts 

desire  in  a world  different  from  theirs. 

They  fly  higher,  and  higher  than  the  human  eye 
could  see. 

Up  in  the  stars  they  go  until  the  ends  of  this 
wonderful  place 

Farther,  and  farther  into  the  mystical  world, 

Until  they  cannot  fly  any  longer. 

But  to  their  surprise  they  find  something  they 
much  rather  would  see. 

They  see  their  freedom. 

Julius  Litorco 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  5 

St.  Elizabeth  Seton  School 
Red  Deer 


REMEMBERING  TO  GIVE 


“Turkeys  for  sale”, 

I heard  the  man  say 
as  I buttoned  my  sweater 
on  that  cool  autumn  day. 

I stood  and  watched 
as  he  tried  to  make  a sale, 
and  his  face  looked  wrinkled 
and  almost  pale. 

He  looked  at  me 
with  eyes  full  of  sorrow, 
and  said  “Please  buy  a turkey 
for  Thanksgiving’s  Tomorrow.” 

I could  feel  my  face 
grow  hot  and  red, 
as  I turned  away 
and  shook  my  head. 

The  next  day  came 
as  the  other  one  passed, 
and  brought  Thanksgiving 
dinner  at  last,  at  last. 

As  we  gave  thanks 

for  the  food  we  had  to  eat, 

I remembered  those  less  fortunate 
like  the  old  man  on  the  street. 

God  gave  to  us  freely 
so  let  us  repay 
By  giving  to  others 
on  Thanksgiving  Day. 


Jannette  Litzenberger 
First  Prize 
Grade  6 
Pipestone  School 
Millet 


RIDING  HORSES 


With  a nudge  of  my  leg  or  a tug  on  the  mane 
He  trots  so  smoothly  down  the  lane. 

Grass  and  trees  go  swiftly  by, 

It  feels  like  I could  dance  and  fly. 

He’s  a proud  and  tall  horse  who’s  very  alert. 
With  a twinkle  of  his  eye,  he  kicks  up  the  dirt 
His  coat  is  like  velvet  so  shiny  and  bright, 

When  he  jumps  over  fences  we  really  take  flight. 

Never  before  have  I felt  so  free, 

With  my  hair  a fluttering  behind  me. 

We  stop  at  a stream  for  a bit  of  a rest, 

And  we  hear  a sweet  song  of  a bird  in  a nest. 

The  experience  is  a life  time  joy, 

For  a big  or  little  girl  or  boy.  swift, 

It  gives  my  soul  an  upward  lift. 


Alison  McDavid 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  6 
Stettler  Elementary 
Stettler 


THE  FOREST 

The  sun  was  setting  on  the  hill. 

The  flowers  in  the  garden  still. 

The  birds  were  resting  in  their  nests, 

The  sun-set  flickering  on  their  breasts, 

Animals  nestled  down  to  sleep, 

In  their  bedrooms  buried  deep. 

The  sky  was  black 
The  night  was  still, 

With  the  eerie  sounds 
You  get  a chill. 

Morning  comes,  the  birds  are  singing, 

In  the  forest  sounds  are  ringing. 

Another  day  has  just  begun, 

Until  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

Jenece  Hayden 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  6 

Stettler  Elementary  School 
Stettler 


HE  WHO  SEES  IS  HE  WHO  DOESN’T 


We  walk  through  the  forest. 

Things  are  dark  and  silent  - 
Or  are  they? 

He  asks  me  to  stop. 

He  reaches  low,  picks  up  a frog. 

He  cannot  see  so  how  did  he  know? 

I ask. 

He  answers, 

"I  felt  it." 

“I  heard  it.” 

“My  heart  knew  it  was  there.” 

He  lets  the  frog  go,  and  we  walk  on. 

He  stops  again  and  points. 

And  there,  in  the  tree  tops,  is  a robin. 
How  did  he  know? 

I ask. 

He  answers, 

“I  felt  it.” 

“I  heard  it.” 

“My  heart  knew  it  was  there.” 

We  walk  on  and  he  stops  once  more. 
This  time  he  does  not  stoop  or  point, 
He  yells  out  in  pain  and  anguish. 

“I  did  not  trap  the  bird!” 

“I  let  the  frog  fee!” 

“Why  can’t  I be  free?” 

“I  want  to  see!” 

I reply  simply, 

“You  have  the  true  sight.” 

“You  see  with  your  feelings,  your  ears, 
and  your  heart.” 

We  stop  and  listen, 

And  then . . . 

We  walk  on. 


QUICK  AS  IT  COMES,  IT  GOES 


Quick  as  the  sun  comes  up, 

The  night  takes  over  the  sky. 

Quick  as  the  flowers  bloom, 

They  crumble  up  and  die. 

Quick  as  spring  arrives, 

It  fades  away  and  you  cry. 

Quick  as  the  sprinkling  rain  falls, 

It  hits  the  ground  to  dry. 

Quick  as  your  tear  drops  start  falling.  . . 
Why,  you  ask,  oh  why? 


Julie  Iverson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  7 

Queen  Elizabeth  Jr.  High  School 
Wetaskiwin 


Marion  Stewart 
First  Prize 
Grade  7 

Queen  Elizabeth  Jr.  High  School 
Wetaskiwin 


DIABLO 


The  wind  blows,  rippling, 

Through  his  mane. 

He  has  no  master, 

Diablo,  the  Spanish  devil,  is  his  name. 

The  wind  changes  the  direction, 
in  which  it  blows. 

The  stallion  catches  a hated  scent, 
with  his  keen  and  clever  nose. 

Diablo  circles  and  gathers  his  herd. 
Was  that  a footstep  he  just  heard? 

Just  down  the  hill, 

There  he  stands. 

The  stallion  bares  his  teeth, 

And  charges  at  the  man. 

Down  the  steep  slopes, 

Diablo  flies. 

With  a bright,  burning  fire 
Flashing  in  his  eyes. 

He  skids  carefully, 

Stopping  his  flight. 

Just  his  white  teeth  show  clearly 
In  the  cool,  dark  night. 

The  horse  arches  his  neck  grandly, 
And  peers  at  his  band. 

Then  his  attention  returns, 

To  the  motionless  man. 


The  man’s  hand  lifts  slowly 
Holding  onto  something  long  and  black 
Diablo’s  muscles  tense 
But  he  does  not  step  back. 

Though  he  is  impatient 
And  eager  to  fight 
The  stallion  leaps  forward 
Reaching  out  to  bite. 

The  long,  wicked  whip 
Cuts  into  his  ebony  skin 
The  stallion’s  shrill  screams 
Die  into  the  swirling  wind. 

The  stallion  slashes  out 
With  rage,  fury  and  hate. 

The  man  dashes  away 

From  the  hooves,  barely  escaping  his  fate. 

The  man  reaches  safety, 

As  the  stallion  gives  chase 
Then  Diablo  stops  suddenly, 

Ending  the  race. 

Diablo  watches  proudly, 

As  the  moon  sinks  below  the  trees 
Diablo  remains  jubilant 
For  he  is  still  leader,  still  wild, 
still  untamed  and  free. 


Shantell  Ha  frier 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  7 

Queen  Elizabeth  Jr.  High  School 
Wetaskiwin 


THE  LAST  ENTRY 


The  attic  is  empty  now, 

The  lonely  cries  of  the  wind 
Fill  the  rooms  which  used  to  be 
Crowded  with  people. 

The  curtains  flow  like  rippling  waves, 
To  give  the  house  and  empty  feeling... 
An  eerie  look. 

The  attic  that  once  rang  with  laughter, 
Is  now  filled  with  memories... 
Memories  of  the  ever  crowding  walls, 
The  adventurous  hiding,  the  secrets, 
The  silence... 

They’re  all  gone  now, 

There’s  nothing  left, 

But  the  diary,  and 
The  last  entry. 


Shannon  Epp 
First  Prize 
Grade  8 

Glendale  Jr.  High  School, 
Red  Deer 


PROMISES 


I’ll  promise  you  the  sun  and  the  clear 
blue  sky 

I’ll  promise  you  the  clouds  that  are  slowly 
drifting  by 

I’ll  promise  you  the  grass  and  the  green  swaying 
trees 

I’ll  promise  you  the  wind  and  the  cool  summer 
breeze 

I’ll  promise  you  the  sun  and  the  pale  moonlight 
I’ll  promise  you  the  days  and  the  dark  winter 
nights 

I’ll  promise  you  we’ll  be  together  until  the  bitter 
end. 

I’ll  promise  you  all  of  this  because  you’re  my 
best  friend. 


Shauna  Kadar 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  8 
Elnora  School 
El  nor  a 


‘CAUSE  OF  THE  COLOR  OF 
MOMMA  AND  ME’ 

"Hoy  Nigger!”  is  what  everyone  calls  me, 

As  if  my  color  ain’t  right. 

When  the  Missus  drinks  her  tea, 

She  really  is  a beautiful  sight. 

But  she  don’t  give  a damn  about  her  slaves, 
They  can  roam  about,  free  as  can  be. 

Peoples  already  diggin  our  graves, 

'Cause  of  the  color  of  Momma  and  me.’ 

1955  is  the  year  I’m  livin  in, 

And  people  can  be  pretty  cruel. 

Yesterday  they  poked  me  with  a pin, 

And  dripped  my  blood  to  make  a pool. 

The  sight  of  the  redness  scared  them, 

I guess  they  was  expectin  black. 

They  wiped  up  the  pool  with  my  hem, 
and  put  me  on  the  other  side  of  the  tracks. 

Time  takes  the  new  and  makes  it  old  and 
withered, 

That’s  what  happened  to  Momma. 

Lot’s  o’  blacks  was  killed  in  a blizzard, 

That’s  what  happened  to  Poppa 

But  the  Missus  don’t  give  a damn  about  the 

slaves, 

They  can  roam  about,  free  as  can  be. 

People  already  diggin  our  graves 
“Cause  of  the  Color  of  Momma  and  Me. 

Rena  Shore 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  8 

Queen  Elizabeth  School 
Wetaskiwin 


FAREWELL 


We’ve  reached  the  fork 

and  see  the  setting  sun 

that  fades  like  years  gone  bye 

and  suddenly  we  realize 

that  we  must  go  our  separate  ways 

though  we’ve  shared  the  road  ‘till  now 

Differences  didn’t  matter 
together  we  sowed  the  seeds 
that  created  a better  future 
and  made  us  one  at  heart. 

Though  we  balanced  the  scales 
with  laughter  and  tears 
we  now  must  leave  one  another 
in  pursuit  of  our  dreams 
and  find  ourselves  slipping 
into  separate  worlds. 

Together  we  filled  an  emptiness, 
created  a lasting  memory 
and  found  that  friendship  is  a gift 
more  valuable  that  precious  jewels. 

And  though  we  know 
we  couldn’t  have  made  it 
on  our  own 
we  also  know 
that  the  hardest  part 
is  letting  go. 

And  now 

though  we’re  creating  another  emptiness, 
now  you’ve  said  goodbye 
and  I must  too. 


Charlene  Van  De  Kraats 
First  Prize 
Grade  9 
Griffiths-Scott  School 
Millet 


HIDDEN  BROOK 


There’s  this  little  brook  I know  of, 
with  water  clear  as  glass 
and  cold  as  ice. 

How  often  have  I fished  there? 

How  often  have  I just  sat  there, 

ALONE? 

It’s  so  peaceful  back  there, 
by  the  hidden  brook. 

Just  you  and  nature; 
no  enemies  to  battle, 
no  one  to  disturb  you.  You’re, 

ALONE! 

But  now,  the  water  is  polluted, 
and  the  fish  are  dying. 

A highway  whistles  right  by 
the  hidden  brook. 

No  more  sitting  by  the  hidden  brook, 
ALONE! 


Daniel  Stang 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  9 
Rosalind  School 
Rosalind 


SOMEONE 


Deeper,  deeper 
down  into  the  depths 
dark,  swirling,  screaming, 
grasping  for  breath, 
struggling  for  the  surface, 
and  crying  for  something, 
someone... 

Reaching,  reaching 

for  a stable  rock, 

a branch,  root,  driftwood 

to  clutch... 

to  hang  on  to, 

and  lean  on  something, 

someone... 


Sharilyn  King 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  9 
Hay  Lakes  School, 
Hay  Lakes 


DISCARDED  MEMORIES 


Admist  the  garden 
of  life  and  love 

the  silhouette  of  a rose  can  be  seen 

the  fragrance 

can  almost  be  drunk. 

My  eyes 

water  in  pain  — 

in  desperation 

with  changing  emotions. 

With  each  passing  season 
the  petals  fall  gently 
to  the  ground, 
like  a tear. 

In  my  heart 

I sense  the  loss  — 

fearful  for  the  day 

that  soon  no  petals  shall  remain. 

I look  to  the  soil 
of  discarded  memories  — 
and  understand 
why  petals  fall. 


Mendy  Anthohkiw 
First  Prize 
Grade  10 
Hay  Lakes  School 
Hay  Lakes 


SOLITUDE 


Darkness, 

A full  moon 

Enveloped  by  a halo  of  wispy  clouds. 
I look  around  me, 

I am  alone. 

The  spreading  landscape, 
vaguely  visible, 
silhouetted  trees. 

I am  alone. 

Wind  lightly  whispering, 

Gently  touching  my  face. 

All  is  quiet 
I am  alone. 


Rebecca  Christenson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  10 
Hay  Lakes  School 
Hay  Lakes 


GRANDPA 


You’re  more  than  just  the  figure  at  the  top  of  the 
stair, 

The  one  I know  will  always  be  there. 

The  one  whose  arms  are  like  blankets  of  steel, 

To  hide  me  from  nightmares  both  fiction  and  real. 
More  than  the  sun  rising  over  the  hill 
Someday  it  won’t  shine,  yet  I know  your  love 
will. 

From  my  birth  to  my  death 
and  the  life  I’ll  live  after, 

I’ll  always  remember  your  love  and  your  laughter. 
You’re  all  this  and  more,  much  more  than  that 
too, 

that’s  why  you  should  know, 

Just  how  much  I love  you. 


Michelle  Simmering 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  1 0 

Camille  J.  Lerouge  Collegiate 
Bed  Deer 


SECLUSION 


I watch  and  wait  as  fantasy  shadows 
form  twisted  shapes  that  dance  and  dive, 
illuminating  a snowshoe  rabbit  that  swerves 
to  miss  an  unseen  snare. 

Its  glistening  footprints  crunching  like  eggshells 
in  the  mottled  moonlight. 

Snowflakes  fall  silently  beside  the  fading  fire, 
slowly  melting  the  elongated  icicles  as  they 
dangle  like  fingers  from  the  roof  rafters 
of  the  goldpanners’s  deserted  dwelling. 

Flickering  flames  lick  the  edges 
of  the  lingering  leaves, 
hissing  as  they  curl  and  cringe 
and  lie  forever  still 
beside  the  whispering  pine  trees 
and  melted  pools  of  snow. 

How  peaceful  living  in  my  magic 
make-believe  world  of  ice  and  snow  . . . 
blissful  solitude. 


Darryl  Jennings 
First  Prize 
Grade  1 1 

Bimbey  Senior  High  School 
Rimbey 


SPRING 


Rivulets  of  water  trickling  down  canyons  of  ice, 
Blinding  sunshine  glistening  on  crusted  snow, 
Gentle  west  winds  kissing  my  face. 

Robins  and  meadowlarks  celebrating  life, 

Lambs  and  calves  frolicking  on  carpet  of  fresh 
green  grass, 

Daffodils  and  crocuses  bursting  forth  before  the 
snow  has  gone. 

Winter  has  made  its  reluctant  exit  and  spring  - 
Wonderful,  beautiful  life  renewing. 

Spring  has  finally  come  home. 


Mary-Anne  Korosi 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  1 1 

Innisfail  Jr./Sr.  High  School 
Innisfail 


SILENCE 


He  stood  like  stone  on  the  edge  of  a cliff, 
his  body,  framed  by  moonlight,  shivered  lightly. 
Winter  was  near,  the  cold  north  wind  howled  in 
the  night, 

he  laid  himself  down  on  the  ground  and  turned 
inward. 

He  was  in  a forest,  far  from  all  he  had  known, 
yet  it  was  familiar. 

Great  trees  rose  from  the  forest  floor, 

they  stood  tall  as  if  they  were  older  than  the 

world, 

but  they  were  filled  with  youth  and  life. 

It  was  then  he  felt  her  presence,  her  warmth. 

As  long  as  he  could  remember  he  had  thought 
of  her. 

They  shared  and  ran  together  here, 

For  this  was  his  dream  world. 

I am  as  this  wolf, 

I watch  silently  from  the  side,  for  I lack  courage, 
for  she  is  as  beautiful  as  the  dawn, 
and  as  graceful  as  a dancer. 

Yet  I say  nothing,  and  allow  the  darkness  to 
swallow  me. 

Not  the  darkness  of  a winters  night, 

but  the  darkness  of, 

silence. 


Robert  Peeling 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  1 1 

Christ  the  King  Jr./ Sr. High  School 

Leduc 


GODDESS 


Great  Mother, 

you,  who  were  once  the  root 
of  human  spirituality, 
are  now  ignored. 

The  conqueror  has  replaced  nurturer; 

you  live  now  only 

in  ancient  pyramid,  shrine,  statue, 

your  journey  forgotten 

amid  the  chaos  of  modern  man. 

You,  who  offer  still 

the  miracle  of  creation 

are  spurned  by  your  children. 

The  humanity  you  bore 

has  perverted  and  obliterated  you. 

your  fertile  body  is  no  longer  revered; 

you  are  exploited  by  man 

who  must  consume  to  dominate. 

Once  the  natural  core  of  humanity, 
your  children  encircled  you 
and  drew  sustenance  from  your  breast. 
Your  essence  gave  rise 
to  temples  - 

havens  now  buried  beneath  centuries 
of  war. 

Trampled  today 

by  the  rampaging  feet  of  men, 

Great  Mother, 

is  this  what  you  fostered 

as  progeny? 


E.  Marie  Ford 
First  Prize 
Grade  12 

Innisfail  Jr. /Sr. High  School 
Inn  is  fail 


RENEWED  VIGOR 


Crisp  mountain  fragrance  excites  the  nose, 
Alone 

Pine  needles  and  moss  drift  on  the  wind, 
Green-yellow  father’s  beard  droops  on  ancient 
pines  - timeless  guards  to  the  crag. 

A wandering  soul  call  out  to  you, 

The  whisky- jack  answers  to  calm  its  worry. 

In  total  honesty  and  humbleness  you  sit. 

Neither  acknowledgement,  nor  embrace 
does  nature  show, 

In  your  nakedness,  mere  existence  seems 
abstruse. 

A swelling  of  intense  elation  fills  you; 
Renewed  vigor. 


Jordon  Walker 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  12 

Innisfail  Jr./Sr.  High  School, 
Innisfail 


COUSIN 


At  first  he  was  reluctant  to  take  my  hand,  and 
for  a second  I felt  painfully  worried  that  he 
might  not,  out  of  both  humiliation  and  the  fact 
that  I could  not  imagine  walking  to  the  water’s 
edge  without  his  warm,  little  hand  in  mine 

he  squeezed  my  finger  as  he  took  my  hand, 
maybe  to  make  up  for  his  tragic  hesitation,  or 
maybe  just  to  make  sure  I would  take  notice  of 
him 

of  course  as  soon  as  we  both  looked  out  onto  the 
endlessly  curling  waves  we  realized  that 
nothing  was  nearly  as  important  as  that  single 
moment  of  absolute  contentment,  where 
suddenly  it  didn’t  matter  that  his  hand  was 
getting  mine  all  muddy,  and  we  would  be  in 
trouble  for  getting  our  shoes  soaked 

for  a second,  which  was  much  too  short,  the 
idea  came  into  my  head  that  I only  wanted  to 
spend  the  rest  of  my  days  with  him,  alone  on 
that  beach,  getting  gritty  in  the  grey  sand, 
holding  the  small  hand  I was  so  in  love  with, 
and  protecting  him  from  the  salty  winds 


of  course  moments  like  this  never  last  long, 
and  he  looked  up  at  me  with  serious  eyes  that 
were  out  of  place  on  his  smooth  and 
sunburnt  face  “I’m  going  to  be  a sailor  when  I 
get  big,  and  I’m  going  to  have  my  very  own 
boat  full 

of  pearls,  sometimes  you  can  come  with  me” 
the  dream  about  the  beach  quickly  dissolved 
andwas  selfish  anyway 
I wanted  him  to  have  everything  he  wanted, 
even  if  I could  only  come  along  sometimes, 
but  I also  know  that  I didn’t  want  him  ever  to 
leave  me,  stop  thinking  of  me,  or  worst  of  all, 
think  of  me  apathetically 

of  course  there’s  nothing  I could  do  that 
would  somehow  make  him  feel  about  me  the 
way  I feel  about  him,  his  mind  is  still  fast  and 
fresh,  and  too  soft  to  make  a deep  impression 
on 

he  does  love  me,  but  to  him  love  is  secondary 
to  the  many  external  fascinations  he 
encounters  daily 

I am  sad  for  every  parent  whose  child  ever 
grew  up 


Anita  MacKenzie 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  12 

Lindsay  Thurber  Comprehensive  High  School 

Red  Deer 
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